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Summary: 


Billy keeps sniffing Steve whenever he's close by. What joke is he 
planning on playing on Steve? It's time Steve confronts him. 


Why are you smelling me, Hargrove? 
Author's Note: 


This is my first small contribution to the Harringrove 
ship. It's short, smutty and silly and was inspired by 
a beautiful fanart made by Wrecked_Fuse that put the 
headcanon of Billy being obsessed with Steve's scent 
in my head. The title is directly taken from it as well. 


I haven't watch season 2 in a while so excuse any 
inaccuracies. 


Just when Steve thinks that Billy Hargrove had finally stopped being 
a giant asshole, (not harassing the kids anymore, being kinder to his 
sister) Billy finds a new way to get under Steve’s skin. 


Billy doesn’t come at Steve every time they see each other in school 
anymore. Nevertheless, Billy still gets close whenever he sees Steve in 
school. If Steve is in class and Billy shares the same lesson, Billy sits 
down behind Steve, no matter if another person usually sits behind 
him, Billy’s death-stare enough to fight anyone off. If Steve is in the 
cafeteria for lunch, with Billy at the other end of the room, Steve will 
suddenly find Billy sitting not too far from him after a while. Billy 
will then walk up behind Steve, stand there for a beat, before walking 
away again. During basketball practice, standing close at some point 
is normal, yet Steve can feel Billy’s lingering presence before the 
latter would move on. To Steve’s great frustration, Billy still manages 
to get the ball from Steve most of the time, too. 


However, it isn’t the proximity that gets on Steve’s nerves. Billy is 
never doing or saying anything mean or hurtful like he used to, after 
all. Well, he isn't doing anything per se. There is one thing that he 
keeps doing every time he's near Steve. He sniffs. As in, he would 
lean in close to Steve and breathe in deeply through his nose. Steve 
can only suppose that it’s a strategy to later tell him that he stinks, or 
something ridiculous along those lines. 


Except that Billy never says anything. 


This has been going on for a few months now, and still Billy remains 
quiet. He nods in Steve’s direction when they catch each other’s eye 
in the hallways, jokes around in the showers with the others, but 
doesn’t say a lot to Steve. 


Steve is still waiting for the other shoe to drop, but it never does, and 
it makes him antsy. He starts observing Billy, watching what he 
might be up to, if maybe he’s telling everyone a joke about Steve that 
Steve just hasn’t heard yet. Billy is as loud as ever, laughing 
uproariously with Tommy and his gang, yet nothing of interest 
reaches Steve’s ears. 


What game is he playing if he doesn't plan on mocking Steve? 


After the third month of this (yes, he’d counted the months), Steve 
has had enough when Billy starts sniffing him again during basketball 
practice. In his annoyance, he hip-checks Billy harder than necessary 
when he marks Steve like he always does and nearly sends Billy on 
his ass. Steve wins the ball over and dunks it after dribbling his way 
around his other teammates. Coach calls it quits a moment later, 
patting Steve on the shoulder before the latter walks off towards the 
showers. He’s calmer after getting one over Billy and feels more 
relaxed as he goes to his locker to get a few items for the shower. 
Steve is absentmindedly wondering why the team isn’t already there 
to shower, when he hears a lone pair of footsteps entering the room, 
soon followed by that now familiar sniffing sound coming from right 
behind him. 


It’s the first time that Billy is doing that when it’s only the two of 
them in the silence of the locker room. Closing his eyes and gritting 
his teeth, Steve rounds on Billy, ready for a fight, because he’s so 
done with this bullshit. But Billy is already in Steve’s space, wearing 
only his shorts, and keeps sniffing him, hands lifting to press against 
the locker at Steve’s head. Steve stops short at the closeness, their 
faces only a few inches apart, and Billy’s intense expression. 


“Why are you smelling me, Hargrove?” The question comes out quiet 
and curious instead of loud and angry. Steve feels a blush spreading 
over his face when Billy’s eyes dip to his lips before going to Steve’s 
hair. 


“Your shampoo smells like apples,” he mumbles distractedly, his eyes 
now on Steve’s neck. “But I don’t know what your cologne is. It 
smells... warm and spicy. I can’t tell which one it is.” 


That is not what Steve had expected. Had all of this just been because 
Billy is curious about what cologne Steve is wearing? Why didn’t he 
just ask? 


“It’s - It’s a new one. Giorgio Beverly Hills for men,” Steve tells him 
confused, automatically lifting a hand to his neck where he usually 
sprays the cologne on. 


Billy nods, but keeps his eyes on Steve’s neck. 


“Did you wanna... borrow it sometime?” Steve doesn’t know why 
he’s asking. Billy and him aren’t even friends. But Billy’s behavior is 
throwing Steve off, the silence from the other boy unusual. 


“Smell good,” Billy finally says, after what has felt like hours to 
Steve. 


“Uh, thanks, man. It's a nice cologne, yeah. Though it's probably all 
gone from running now,” Steve says with a tight-lipped smile, his 
whole body still pressed against the locker, caged in by Billy’s arms. 


“You smell good,” Billy repeats, elaborating with his voice going 
down an octave, and lowering his nose into the crook of Steve’s 
neck. 


Steve freezes at the contact, his mouth falling slightly open when 
Billy slides his nose up to right under Steve's ear, breathing in 
unashamedly. 


"Wha-" Steve tries to say, but chokes on a gasp when Billy attaches 
his lips to Steve's skin and sucks. 


Steve's hands, previously hanging uselessly at his sides, move up to 
grip Billy's shoulders. Except that he doesn’t do anything else. His 
body and mind are at war. His body wants to keep Billy in place, 
while his mind is screaming at him to push Billy away, that this 
shouldn’t feel as good as it does. 


Steve shivers when Billy stops sucking, his lips probably leaving a 
love-bite in their wake, and swipes his tongue from the hollow of 
Steve’s throat back up to his ear. Billy hums appreciatively, pulling at 
the collar of Steve’s gray t-shirt to tug it down and nose at his 
collarbone. 


Steve is so not ready for Billy slotting a leg between his thighs. He 
doesn't know what shocks him more. The realization that he’s getting 
hard from this, the contact against his half hard dick making him 
notice his reaction to Billy’s touches only now, or Billy's own cock, 
hard against Steve’s hip. 


Billy makes a frustrated sound against Steve’s shoulder as he keeps 
tugging at the t-shirt. He leans away to take hold of the hem this time 
and pushes it up until it stops under Steve’s arms, revealing Steve’s 
belly and chest to his eyes. Steve opens his mouth to try and ask what 
Billy is doing, but is cut off again when Billy lowers his head to his 
bare chest and inhales, right before sucking one of Steve’s nipples 
into his mouth. A tiny moan escapes Steve’s mouth, fingers gripping 
Billy’s arms tighter, hips rocking forward automatically into his 
thigh. 


Billy’s leg suddenly vanishes as he drops to his knees, Steve’s hands 
moving down with him. His nose slides down the middle of Steve’s 
stomach while one hand still holds the t-shirt up. Steve feels Billy’s 
lips against the waistband of his shorts and breathes out raggedly. 
When Billy starts pulling down the shorts, letting go of Steve’s shirt 
in the process, Steve finally finds his voice. 


“What are you doing?” He asks, eyes wide. 


“Wanna know if you smell good everywhere,” Billy says in a low 
tone. He still sounds as distracted as before, like his mind is solely 
focused on getting more of Steve’s scent, running on pure instinct and 
following every trace of it into each recess of Steve’s body. 


Steve’s face burns at Billy’s words and his intentions, his cock filling 
out further without his control. Billy waists no more time to pull 
Steve’s shorts down to the middle of his thighs and bury his nose in 
Steve’s groin, moaning deeply at his first inhale. 


“Oh God,” Steve groans, hands never leaving Billy’s shoulders and 
head banging against the locker behind him. “I - haven’t even taken a 
shower yet.” 


“All of you smells good,” Billy comments, as he keeps breathing Steve 
in like he couldn’t have found any better place to be, hands on 
Steve’s hips. 


Does Billy really like his scent that much? 


Steve’s mind is reeling with that information and doesn’t immediately 
notice when Billy is turning his head slightly to the side. It’s only 
when Billy sucks on the side of Steve’s dick that he gasps again and 
his hands move closer to Billy’s neck. 


“Knew that you’re big, Harrington, but seeing it like that...” he trails 
off and wraps a hand around Steve’s cock, giving it a slow tug up and 
down, sucking under the head this time. 


Steve can’t believe that this is happening, that Billy Hargrove is on 
his knees in front of him, turned on by his scent, while Steve is 
himself getting turned on by that knowledge. 


Steve moans when Billy finally wraps his lips around him to hungrily 
take in as much as possible, while keeping his hand at the base of 
Steve’s cock to serve as guide. Steve slips his fingers into Billy’s hair 
when his cock hits the back of Billy’s throat and curses into the 
otherwise silent room, the words echoing around the tiles. He looks 
down and is greeted by the sight of Billy’s mouth being stretched 
wide around his dick, spit sliding down the blond’s chin in his 
eagerness to fill his mouth with more of Steve. The view is taking 
Steve’s breath away, the intense pleasure Billy is taking from doing 
this obvious on his face, eyes closed and expression ecstatic. He 
tentatively pulls on Billy’s hair and is excited to hear and feel the 
moan that vibrates through Billy’s mouth and over his cock. 


Fisting his hand tighter into the blond locks, Steve thrusts his hips 
forward and isn’t surprised to receive a new sound of pleasure from 
Billy. Steve sees Billy’s other hand, that had stayed on Steve’s hip 
until now, fall between Billy’s legs to pull out his own length and 
stroke it in synch with his movements on Steve’s cock. Steve 


swallows hard at the sight and pushes inside Billy’s mouth faster, his 
release starting to coil tighter at the base of his spine. 


In the spur of the moment, Steve reaches down to take his length in 
hand, stopping Billy in his ministrations. Glazed over and confused 
eyes meet Steve’s, but they zero in on his cock when he starts 
stroking himself rapidly, his own eyes never leaving Billy’s face. 
Billy’s hand quickens as well when he understands Steve’s intentions 
and opens his mouth to stick out his tongue so that the head of 
Steve’s cock slides over it. Billy stares up at Steve, his focus razor 
sharp on his face now. 


Steve’s orgasm hits him hard as he comes in thick and hot spurts all 
over Billy’s tongue and lips. Billy’s eyes close, and he moans in 
rapture at the first taste, staying in position until Steve is done. The 
second the last drop has landed on his tongue, Billy swallows and 
presses his face into the side of Steve’s groin again, hand now flying 
over his own length. He comes with a muffled shout, body tightening 
against Steve’s legs. 


Steve eases his tight hold on Billy’s hair and cards his fingers through 
the tangled and sweaty strands. His legs feel weak from the intensity 
of his release, so he lets the locker take most of his weight. 


Billy has stilled against him, and Steve isn’t surprised to see Billy pull 
away from him, eyes downcast as he adjusts his shorts and rises from 
the floor before turning his back on Steve. After having acted on 
instinct until then and now having his head clear after coming, Steve 
can only imagine what must be going on in Billy’s head. 


“How did you get the guys to leave?” Steve asks Billy’s retreating 
form before he makes it to his locker, tone conversational. 


Billy stills. 


“What does it matter?” He replies, a bit of his old aggressiveness 
returning to his voice. 


“Just curious.” Steve shrugs even though Billy can’t see him and 
undresses fully, intending to take a shower at last. 


Billy’s head turns slightly in Steve’s direction, surprise rising on his 
features when he notices that Steve is standing naked behind him. 
Steve sees him licking his lower lip before he glances away. 


“Told them that I wanted to deal with you on my own after your 
stunt out there,” he finally confesses, still following Steve’s 
movements out of the corner of his eyes. 


“Won't they be surprised that neither of us has any bruises?” Steve 
questions. Billy’s excuse had been a good one, considering how their 
relationship used to be. But Steve had usually ended up with at least 
a bloody lip before. 


Billy shrugs dismissively. 
“Maybe we made up?” Steve says meaningfully, waiting for Billy to 
really look at him before walking backwards into the showers and 


vanishing inside them. 


Steve turns on two shower heads, waiting for the water to get hot, as 
well as waiting for Billy’s decision. 


“Maybe we did.” Steve hears as the water is hot enough to step 
under, Billy appearing, naked, in front of him. 


Steve grins and lifts a hand to the back of Billy’s head when Billy 
walks into his space for a deep kiss. 


Author's Note: 


In case you were wondering, the cologne does exist 
and was released about the same time the show takes 
place. 


Come find me on Tumblr 


